SPAIN	4I1
froiv is £rst sigh to its last ecstasy, is set forth. In my
exciten^nt I cried aloud. My new friend told me that to
see this dance to perfection, one should see it danced by
gitanos.
'But,5 said I, 'has the Inquisition nothing to say to it?*
La Pichona, interposing, said that it was absolutely for-
bidden, and no one would dare to dance it if the Count
d'Aranda had not given permission. I told my wretched page
to get me a teacher for the fandango. He brought me a
dancer from the theatre, who also gave me Spanish lessons;
in three days I learned it so well, that in the opinion of
Spaniards themselves I could dance it as well as any of
them.
On the feast of St. Anthony, as I was passing the church
of the Soledad) I went in with the double intention of hear-
ing Mass and finding a partner for the next ball. A tall,
good-looking girl was coming out of one of the con-
fessionals; her eyes were cast down and she wore a look of
contrition. Her graceful walk, well-formed figure and small
foot led me to believe that she would dance the fandango
like a giiana, and I determined she should be my $arega. I
waited till she had accomplished her devotions, and followed
her as she went out accompanied by another girl. She went
into a small one-storied house. I took down the number and
name of the street, and at the end of half an hour went
back and rang the bell.
'Who is there?'
CA man of peace,' I answered, according to the custom
of the country.
The door opened and I found myself in the presence of a
man, a woman, the devout young girl whom I had fol-|
lowed, and another about the same age, but very plain.
With my hat in my hand, and in the best Spanish I could
muster, I explained that I had come in by chance to ask if I
might have the honour of conducting his daughter, if he
had one, to the ball.

